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bent mutters a slight protest, but does not press it] when it
gets into a tree, instinctively makes itself look exactly like
a leaf; so that both its enemies and its prey may mistake
it for one and think it not worth bothering about.

BROADBENT. Whats that got to do with our English
national character?

DOYLE. I'll tell you. The world is as full of fools as a
tree is full of leaves. Well, the Englishman does what the
caterpillar does. He instinctively makes himself look like
a fool, and eats up all the real fools at his ease while his
enemies let him alone and laugh at him for being a fool like
the rest. Oh, nature is cunning, cunning! \He sits downy
lost in contemplation of bis word-picture].

BROADBENT \wtth hearty admiration] Now you know,
Larry, that would never have occurred to me. You Irish
people are amazingly clever. Of course it's all tommy rot;
but it's so brilliant, you know! How the dickens do you
think of such things! You really must write an article
about it: theyll pay you something for it. If Nature wont
have it, I can get it into Engineering for you: I know
the editor.

DOYLE. Lets get back to business. I'd better tell you
about Nora Reilly.

BROADBENT. No: never mind. I shouldnt have alluded
to her.

DOYLE. Fd rather.   Nora has a fortune.

BROADBENT [keenly interested] Eh?   How much?

DOYLE. Forty per annum.

BROADBENT. Forty thousand ?

DOYLE. No, forty.   Forty pounds.

BROADBENT [much dashed] Thats what you call a fortune
in Rosscullen, is it?

DOYLE. A girl with a dowry of five pounds calls it a
fortune in Rosscullen. Whats more, ^40 a year i s a fortune
there; and Nora Reilly enjoys a good deal of social con-
sideration as an heiress on the strength of it. It has helped
my father's household through many a tight place. My